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phone rings, and it is his father. "Is my son there?" Barney asks
breezily, without even saying hello to me. As I hand over the phone
I sometimes feel like pitching it out the window. While my do-
mestic news gets cold, he rambles on and on—dropping his inevi-
table pearls of advice in Andy's ear.
Everybody in the family—including, I regret to say, my own par-
ents—kowtows to Barney. Not me. I don't regard financial success
as particularly important, and neither does Andy. Instead of going
into partnership with his father, Andy elected to teach. I was
thrilled by this independent decision. While he worked for a mas-
ter's degree and took courses in education, I held a job to help sup-
port us. I also did the housework and cooking, which wasn't ex-
actly an easy task.
Lots of wives wouldn't put up with my husband's faddish ideas
on nutrition. To please Andy, I cook and serve our main meal—
meat and potatoes, a heavy dessert and salad—at seven in the morn-
ing. At six in the evening we eat a supper as light as the baby's.
Andy thinks this is healthier. Frankly, there are times I feel stuffed
in the morning and hungry as a wolf at night. But I haven't really
minded the radical adjustment.
I'm so proud of Andy I gladly make concessions for his sake. Some-
day, if Andy applies himself and continues to study hard for his
PLD., he will wind up as the president of a small college. That is
my dream for him.
I've never been afraid of hard work and, if I say so myself, Fm
good at budgeting. By looking a long way ahead and figuring
closely, Andy and I have been able to get a good deal out of our
money. Three years ago we bought a city lot and planned to sell
Andy's stocks and bonds so that we could build a house. Of course
Barney put in his oar. With the assistance of his accounting depart-
ment, he produced facts and figures showing it was cheaper for us
to hang on to Andy's stocks and bonds and continue to pay rent. We
sold the stocks and bonds, despite my father-in-law's wails of an-
guish.

